86

The star that rules my luckless lot,
Has fated me the russet coat,
An' damn'd my fortune to the groat;

But in requit,
Has blest me wi' a random shot

O' countra wit.

This while my notion's taen a sklent5
To try my fate in guid, black prent;
But still the mair I'm that way bent,

Something cries, * Hoolie!
* I red you, honest man, tak tent!

* Yell shaw your folly.

& There's ither poets, much your betters,
6 Far seen in Greekt deep men o' letters,
e Hae thought they had ensur'd their debtors,

c A' future ages;
5 Now moths deform in shapeless tetters,

s Their unknown pages/

Then fareweel hopes o' laurel-boughs.
To garland my poetic brows!
Henceforth I'll rove where busy ploughs

Are whistling thrangs
An' teach the lanely heights an' howes

My rustic sang.

I'll